ONE THOUSAND  FAMOUS  THINGS	233
But when ?—or where ?—This world was made for Caesar.
I'm weary of conjectures : this must end them.
(Laying Ms hand on his sword)
Thus I am doubly armed ;  my death, and life,
My bane and antidote, are both before me.
This in a moment brings me to an end,
But this informs me I shall never die.
The soul, secured in her existence, smiles
At the drawn dagger and defies its point.
The stars shall fade away, the Sun himself
Grow dim with age, and Nature sink in years ;
But thou shalt flourish in immortal youth,
Unhurt amidst the war of elements.
The wrecks of matter, and the eriihh of worlds.      Addison
What Cromwell Saw in Ludgafe  Circus
I
T is the year 16SOS and Cromwell is still in his early manhood.
One bright morning, with St Paul's to his back, Cromwell entered
Ludgate Circus. In the midst of the Circus stood a scaffold, and
around it was a great throng, crowding and pressing toward the place
of torture. At the foot of the scaffold was a venerable scholar, his
white hair flowing upon his shoulders, a man of stainless character
and spotless life, renowned for his devotion, eloquence and patriotism.
When the executioner led the aged pastor up the steps, the soldiers
tore off his garments. He was whipped until blood ran in streams
down his back, both nostrils were slit and his ears cropped off, hot
irons were brought and two letters, " S-S "—sower of sedition—were
burned into his forehead.
What crime has this pastor committed ? Perhaps he had lifted
a firebrand upon the King's palace ; perhaps he had organised some
foul gunpowder plot to overthrow the throne itself. Perhaps he had
been guilty of treason, or some foul and nameless sin against the
State* Not so. The reading of the decision of the judge and the
decree of the punishment made clear the truth. It seemed that a
fortnight before, the aged pastor had been commanded to give up his
extempore prayers and the singing of the Psalms, and has been com-
manded to read the written prayers and sing the hymns prescribed
by the State Church. But the gentle scholar had disregarded the
command, and on the following Sunday, walked in the ways familial*
and dear to him by reason of long association.
He had dared to sing the same old Psalms and lift his heart to
God in extempore prayer, after the manner of his fathers*
Newell Dwight Eillis
i
We Are Not Always Free
f it be my liberty to walk abroad in the fields it is not my wisdom
to do so when my house is on fire.
Cromwell, Justifying a limitation of liberty

